" Yes."
" What are you thinking about ? You'll have to consider all that. You don't seem to realise the risk you are running. It's the same with your jacket."
" Is that all you're worrying about ? My clothes aren't going to get me arrested, if nothing else makes me suspected. And if they do arrest me, it will be because they already know I did it. In any case, my goose will be cooked."
"You're reasoning like a child. It surprises me in a printer - a man who must have a certain amount of education."
" Oh, I haven't got much education. I've been working in quite small places - visiting-cards and announcement-cards mostly. That's even partly why. . . . You lose your job for nothing at all, and then there's all the time you're out of work."
" Well, do you want me to look after you or not ? "
Another silence.
" If it's no, I won't hold it against you. You can go to the devil your own way, that's all. Considering how helpless you are, I wouldn't give you two days before you're caught."
The man reflected again; then, picking up the parcel from the floor, he rose to his feet.
" Come along."
" That's my parcel, isn't it ? I don't mind carrying it," said the bookbinder. His success made hfm feel obliging.
" No, no," said the other; and he snatched the parcel out of Quinette's hands.